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said M'Whizzle.   "The animal you are thinking of
running for the Singapore Derby."
" What!" exclaimed Mr Templeton, in an agitated
voice.
" Your groom, Ryan, seems a shade perturbed about
it," pursued M'Whizzle. " I told him not to worry.
We shall have the horse by to-morrow night."
" But," said Mr Templeton, getting up, " he's quite
right to be upset. It's a most serious thing. Half
Singapore has money on Old Joke. They'd never
forgive me if anything went wrong. And Fve risked
a large sum myself. We must get home at once,"
"You will wait for the trepang tart?" urged
M'Whizzle, " It's my pikce de resistance."
" We can't, positively."
"I shall be dreadfully disappointed/' he pressed.
" Do persuade your husband, Mrs Templeton."
" We must go," replied Mrs Templeton, firmly,
"Then, if you must," yielded the Chief of the
Secret Police. He smiled indulgently. " I know how
you feel, and I sympathize. Look out for me in the
morning."
" You don't think there's any chance of our losing
Old Joke, then?" asked Mrs Templeton.
M'Whizzle surveyed her, and smiled again.
" I may say that my intention is to give the crime
my personal attention," he said, reassuringly,
"Thank you," she murmured, relieved. "Indeed,
thank you,"
But, in spite of his, assurance, it was an anxious
party that in two separate gharries hurried back to
Tanglin.